The pictures, the brilliantlylighted rooms, the moving crowds, the beautiful dresses, and the consciousness that she herself was as pretty and welldressed a girl as there was present, all contributed to raise her spirits, and cause her to see everything in the brightest colours. Mr. Murray, too, was kindness itself. There was more to point out, more people of note were present, and he showed her everything, and told her who people were, with a kindness and consideration for her ignorance which caused the girl's heart to beat high with gratitude and affection.
herself.
To George the evening was a failure. He had hoped to see Miss Stanford, had almost counted upon her being here? everybody was here, and she did not come. She had stayed away on Laura's account. Mrs. Ledward had been suffering all day from a sudden and severe attack of neuralgia, and
Beatrice had refused to leave her. Laura had done everything in her power to persuade her to go, but in vain.
Besides, being unwilling to leave her friend and go alone, Beatrice had been far from sorry for a sufficient excuse to remain at home.
She too knew that "everyone was to be there," and she guessed that George Murray would not be absent. She did not wish to see him; a meeting with him had by this time grown to be more painful than anything else. She shunned him, and had begun to be irregular in her attendance at the meetings at the Museum, while on her reading nights she came in at the last moment and left as early as she could.
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